London Telegraph’s obituaries 


WASHING- 
TON — It is fre- 
quently 
observed that 
whereas earlier 
ages were forth- 
right in discuss- 
ing death but 
reticent about 
sex, this age is 
loquacious to 
the point of 
tedium about 
sex but flinches 

from dealing with death as a fact of 
life. Hence epitaphs and obituar- 
ies are less entertaining than they 
should be. 

Time was, graveyards offered 
good reading, and newspapers’ 
obituary pages were things to 
savor with morning coffee. An epi- 
taph can deliver a stinging rebuke, 
as does this one in a Georgia ceme- 
tery: “I told you I was sick!” Or this 
from Richmond, Va.: “She always 
said her feet were killing her but 
nobody believed her.” A Girard, 
Pa., tombstone warns consumers: 

Ellen Shannon 

Who was fatally burned 

March 21, 1870 
<- bythe explosion of a lamp 

filled with “R.E. Danforth’s 

Non-Explosive Burning Fluid” 

However, tombstones are small 
tablets, so those who write on them 
cannot wax and meander as the 
obituary writers for the London 
Daily Telegraph did when produc- 
ing the gems that have been pub- 
lished in “The Daily Telegraph 
Book of Obituaries: A Celebration 
of Eccentric Lives.” 

The book's subtitle contains one 
secret of success for an obituary 
page that aims to brighten the days 
of the living: Give space to odd 
people, concerning whom a cer- 

„tain understatement is often 
called for, as in this: “Liberace’s 


are really jo die 


-22 A 
private tastes were steeped in 
absence of sobriety.” Of the artist 
Adrian Daintrey, a friend of the 
more distinguished artist Augus- 
tus John, the Telegraph delicately 
wrote: “Daintrey also shared 
John’s wholehearted admiration 
for the opposite sex, many of 
whom showed their appreciation 
in the most practical manner.” 

Readers surely learned the 
essence of the 6th Earl of Carnar- 
von in the description of him as a 
“relentless raconteur and most 
uncompromisingly direct ladies’ 
man” whose chief concern when 
staying at the Ritz in London “was 
to find a suite not so much over- 
looking the Park as overlooking 
the rent.” 

The Telegraph approved of this 
judge: “The name of his house in 
Sussex, Truncheons, symbolised 
his singular blend of judicial 
toughness and humour.” Ina 
divorce case he let slip his opinion 
of the husband: “He chose to live 
in Manchester, a wholly incompre- 
hensible choice for any free man 
to make.” The Telegraph was deli- 
cate about Sir Ewan Forbes, a bar- 
onet, who “had been registered as 
a girl at his birth (in 1912) and went 
by the name of Elizabeth Forbes- 
Sempill until 1952.” 

The Telegraph’s obituary lyri- 
cismis stirred by deaths that inti- 
mate the death of eras, as with 
“Cockie” Hoogterp, an aristocrat: 
“Cockie was a lily of the field now 
submerged beneath the manners 
of a harsher age. Few women, 
other than the very rich, can have 
survived into the late 1980s with- 
out ever having boiled an egg or 
made her own bed.” Or “Joe” 
Carstairs, the woman who owned 
and ruled an island in the British 
West Indies, which she dotted with 
signs such as: “I eat brown rice in 
preference to white. Therefore. if 


(laughing) for 


brown rice is good enough for me 
and my household, it is good 
enough or even too good for the 
people.” 

Viscount Barrington, whose 
method of timing a boiled egg “was 
to recite a fixed number of the qua- 
trains of Omar Khayyam,” And: “He 
could easily have recited the whole 
lot, for he seemed to have the en- 
tire corpus of English poetry at his 
command, Feed him a line from 
Browning, and he would simply go 
on until asked to stop — and some- 
times a bit further.” 

The Telegraph’s obituaries may 
be the most amusing journalism in 
the English language. British 
breakfasts were happily seasoned 
by this about Helle Cristina Hab- 
sburg Windsor, who claimed to 
have been closely related to Span- 
ish royalty: “‘I was born on the 
steps of the throne,’ she used to say. 
‘So awkward for her mother,’ 
observed one Lisbon wag.” Of the 
difficult early career of “Teasie 
Weasie” Raymond, the “flamboyant 
hairdresser,” the Telegraph noted: 
“For most of his customers hair- 
washing was a biannual operation, 
and curling the ripe strands with a 
hot iron was too much for his deli- 
cate stomach.” 

The Telegraph sometimes inserts 
somber editorial comments in obit- 
uaries. Of a baronet’s conversion to 
Catholicism, the paper said this 
placed the deceased “in sharp dis- 
tinction to his father, whose 
English Protestant God reflected 
the appropriate ideas about the 
British Empire, cricket and bank- 
ing.” Or: “The 3rd Lord Moynihan, 
who has died in Manila, aged 55, 
provided, through his character 
and career, ample ammunition for 
critics of the hereditary principle.” 

These are, so to speak, obituaries 
to die for. 
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the Wasatch Front Regional Coun- 
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Thursday night is Jazz Night from 5 p.m. to 9 p.m. 


Wardrobes 
aren't built 
in a day. 


Save on newly reduced spring items at the 
start of the season. Come to Wardrobing 
Weekend and Save Up to 50% 
on select spring merchandise as well as 
save an extra 10% on anything 
in the store when you buy three or more 
items. And that includes sale merchandise. 
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